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SKETCHES IN COLOR 



COLUMNS OF EVENING 



The evening seems the ghost of a purple-roofed house 
That once held repose. 
The leaning columns 

Seem to have pulled down the sky to their tops 
With long, unseen arms. 

HAPPINESS 

The moon, like the ash-colored wraith of a candle-flame, 
Hangs bewildered, in a gaudy, blowing afternoon: 
So does your little joy hide itself. 

The crippled sunlight drags its huge orange limbs 
Over a tiny, squatting hill: 
So does your joy pass over me. 

At the end of a red, capering afternoon 
The dizzy trees bow slowly to the sun : 
So do I salute your happiness. 

SUFFERING 

The morning lowers its fire-veined back 
And quivers beneath the edged feet of winds: 
So do you stoop to your agony. 

[73] 



POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

The air brushes up the fibrous souls 
Of flowers, and sprinkles them between 
The flickering-sleeved arms of lime trees : 
So does your sorrow whirl you apart. 

The brocade-robed night staggers against the wall of the 
sky, 
And fiercely sinks its woe-turbaned head: 
So does your grief lean upon me. 

A MAN TO A DEAD WOMAN 

Shaking nights, noons tame and dust-quiet, and wind- 
broken days, 
Were hands modeling your face. 
Yet people — the best of them — glanced at you, and passed on. 

i 
And now, perhaps some of them meet to say little true 

things of you: 

Quickly weighing tiny stray chips of you — 

They who did not know you. 

THE WINDOW-WASHERS 

Kneeling on high, flimsy scaffoldings, 
Their lives measured by the strength of ropes, 
The window-washers liquidly mumble little songs, 
That are scooped away by the running air 
As flowers are swept up by racing children! . . . 

[74] 



